THE   QUESTING   BEAST
window to be erected to his memory. Happily, my mother
saw neither the grace nor duty in such an expenditure, and
put her foot firmly down,
I was only once seriously disappointed in my grand-
father. I had asked him for a suit of armour, and he
had replied by sending me only a breastplate and a French
cuirassier's helmet, and how on earth could I join my
dream-fellowship of the Round Table without a complete
suit of armour and a shield? I was almost afraid to go
into the garden (where they lived, of course) lest they
should see me and mock at my being improperly dressed!
When my grandfather died, which he did very sud-
denly, he was buried in Wilden churchyard in the presence
of the largest concourse of people I had ever seen. I was
taken to the funeral, and was thrilled to see his old coach-
man and other grown-ups crying like children. I had
never known grown-ups could cry until then, and I felt an
affinity with Olympus for the first time in my life. Some
months later I performed my first public function. I had
to stand alone on a dais and pull a string, whereupon a
memorial clock was to strike twelve. Of course, it did
not. It had not been set exacdy, and the three ticking
seconds between the pulled string and the strike were long,
very long and frightening.
My father became Member of Parliament for West
Worcestershire in 1908 in unopposed succession to his
father, and he rented a house in Queen's Gate, at the
same time as I first went to school.
As children (much encouraged by my mother) we
organized several acting performances about Christmas-
time, but my first appearance resulted in such a complete
M dry-up " that my mother took on my part after the first
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